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I FIRST met Ernest Hemingway on the day 
before Christmas m 1947, m Ketchum, Idaho. 
I was on my way back to New York firom 
Mexico, where I had gone to see Sidney Frankhn, 
the American bullfighter from Brooklyn, about 
whom I was trymg to write my first Profile for 
the New Yorker. Hemmgway had known Frank- 
hn as a bullfighter m Spam m the late twenties and 
early thirties. I had gone to some corridas m 
Mexico with Frankhn, and had been appalled and 
scared to death when I got my first look at what 
goes on m a buUrmg. Although I appreciated the 
matador’s cape-work with the buUs, and the 
colourful, ceremomal atmosphere, I wasn’t fond 
of bullfightmg as such. I guess what mterested me 
was just how Frankhn, son of a hard-workmg 
pohceman m Flatbush, had become a bullfighter. 
When Frankhn told me that Hemmgway was 
the first Amencan who had ever spoken to hma 
intelhgendy about bullfightmg, I telephoned 
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Hemingway in Ketchum. Hemingway liked 
spendmg vacations there, sknng and hunting, 
away from his home m San Francisco de Paula, 
near Havana, Cuba, and later on he bought a 
house m Ketchum, When I called, Hemingway 
was staying m a tourist cabin with his wife, Mary, 
his sons - John, Patrick, and Gregory - and some 
fishing friends from Cuba, and he hospitably 
invited me to drop m and see him on my way 
back East. 

The first time I saw Hemmgway was about 
seven o*clock in the mormng, m front of his tour- 
ist cabin, shortly after my train got in. He was 
standmg on hard-packed snow, m dry cold of ten 
degrees below zero, weanng bedroom shppers, 
no socks, Western trousers with an Indian belt 
that had a silver buckle, and a lightweight 
Western-style sports shirt open at the coUar and 
with button-down pockets. He had a greying 
moustache but had not yet started to wear the 
patriarchal-looking beard that was eventually to 
give him an ak of saintliness and innocence - an 
air that somehow or other never seemed to be at 
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odds with his ruggedness. That mommg, he 
looked rugged and burly and eager and fiiendly 
and kind. I was wearing a heavy coat, but I was 
absolutely freezing in the cold. However, 
Hemingway, when I asked him, said he wasn’t a 
bit cold. He seemed to have tremendous built-in 
warmth. I spent a wonderful day of talk and 
Christmas shoppmg with the Hemmgways and 
their friends. Mary Hemmgway, hke her hus- 
band, was warm and gracious and knowledge- 
able, as well as capable of briUiandy filling the 
difficult role of famous writer’s wife. She eiyoyed 
the same thmgs he did, and seemed to me to be 
the perfect partner for him. 

Shordy after my Ketchum visit, Hemmgway 
wrote to me ftom Cuba that he thought I was the 
person least suited m the world to do an article 
on bullfightmg. Nevertheless, I went ahead, and 
eventually did finish the Profile of Frankhn. After 
the magazine’s editors had accepted it, I sent 
Hemingway some queries about it, and he rephed 
most helpfully m a letter vdndmg up with the 
statement that he looked forward •with horror to 
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reading it. In the meantime, though, the Neip 
Yorker pubhshed a couple of shorter pieces of 
mine, and Hemingway and his wife, both regular 
readers of the magaane (he once wrote me that 
my mob was his mob, too), seemed to hkc them. 
When the Frankhn Profile was pubhshed, I had a 
letter from Hemingway, scrawled m pencil, from 
Villa Apnle, Corona d’Ampezzo, Italy, m which 
he said that what he called the Sidney pieces were 
fine. In his crowded hfe, he did his best to re- 
member exactly what he had said to you before, 
and he made a point, generously, of corrcctmg 
hims elf when he felt that it was necessary. His 
comphments were straight and honest, and they 
were designed to make people feel good. He 
might call you rehable and coinpare you to Joe 
Paige and Hughie Casey, and you wouldn’t have 
to be an archivist of baseball to reahze you were 
being praised. The way he wrote in his letters, the 
way he talked, in itself made me feel good - it was 
so fresh and wonderful. He was generous in his 
conversation. He didn’t hoard his ideas or liis 
thoughts or his humour or his opinions. He was 
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SO inventive that he probably had the feehng there 
was plenty more where that came from. But 
whatever his feehng might have been, he would 
have talked as- he did out of sheer generosity. He 
offered so much m what he said, and always with 
fiin and with sharp understanding and compas- 
sion and sensitivity. When he talked, he was free. 
The sound and the content were marvellously 
ahve. 

In the sprmg of 1950, I wrote a Profile of 
Henungway for the Neiv Yorker, It was a sympa- 
thetic piece, covermg two days Hemmgway spent 
in New York, m which I tried to describe as pre- 
asely as possible how Hemmgway, who had the 
nerve to be hke nobody else on earth, looked and 
sounded when he was m action, talking, between 
work periods - to give a picture of the man as he 
was, m his umqueness and with his vitahty and 
his enormous spirit of fun intact. Before it was 
published, I sent a galley proof of it to the 
Hcmmgways, and they returned it marked with 
corrections. In an accompanying letter, Heming- 
way said that he had found the Profile funny and 
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good, and that he had suggested only one dele- 
tion. Then a strange and mysterious thmg hap- 
pened. Nothing hkc it had ever happened before 
m my writing expenence, or has happened since. 
To the complete surprise of Hemingway and the 
editors of the New Yorker and myself, it turned 
out, when the Profile appeared, that what I had 
written was extremely controversial. Most read- 
ers took the piece for just what it was, and I trust 
that they enjoyed it in an uncompheated fasluon. 
However, a certain number of readers reacted 
violently, and m a very complicated fashion. 
Among these were people who objected strongly 
to Hemingway’s personahty, assumed I did the 
same, and admired the piece for the wrong 
reasons; that is, they thought that m describing 
that personahty accurately I was ridiculing or 
attacking it. Other people simply didn’t like the 
way Hemingway talked (they even objected to 
the playful way he sometimes dropped his articles 
and spoke a kind of joke Indian language) ; they 
didn’t like his freedom; they didn’t hkc his not 
taking himself seriously; they didn’t hke Ins 
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wasting his time on gomg to boxmg matches, 
going to the zoo, talkmg to fnends, going fishmg, 
enjoying people, celebratmg his approach to the 
finish of a book by splurging on caviare and 
champagne; they didn’t hke this and they didn’t 
like that. In fact, they didn’t hke Hemingway to 
be Hemingway. They wanted him to be some- 
body else - probably themselves. So they came 
to the conclusion that either Hemingway had not 
been portrayed as he was or, if he was that way, 
I shouldn’t have written about him at all. Either 
they had dreary, small-minded preconceptions 
about how a great writer should behave and 
preferred their preconceptions to the facts, or they 
attributed to me their own pious disapproval of 
Hemingway and then berated me for it. Some of 
the more devastation-mmded among them called 
the Profile ‘devastating’. When Hemingway 
heard about all this, he wrote to reassure me. On 
i6 June 1950 he wrote that I shouldn’t worry 
about the piece and that it was just that people got 
things all mixed up. A number of times he wrote 
about the attitude of people he called die devas- 
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tate people. Some people, he said, coiildn’t under- 
stand his enjoymg hunself and his not bemg really 
spooky; they couldn’t understand his bemg a 
serious writer without bemg pompous. 

Death puts certain thmgs m perspective. No 
doubt if some of the people who misunderstood 
the Profile were to read it now, they would sec it 
for what it is. When I wrote the Profile, I attemp- 
ted to set down only what I had seen and heard, 
and not to comment on the facts or express any 
opmions or pass any judgements. However, I 
beheve that today - with the advantage gamed 
by distance - almost any reader would see that 
although I did not reveal my viewpomt directly, 
imphat m my choice and arrangement of detail, 
and in the total atmosphere created, was my fcel- 
mg of affection and admiration. I liked Heming- 
way exactly as he was, and I’m content if my 
Profile caught him exaedy as he was during those 
two days in New York. 

While I’m at it, as somebody who has never 
been concerned with ‘rating * Hemmgway’s works 
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but has simply been, grateful for whatever joy 
his wntmg has offered, I might as well throw m 
a word about those antics who took an injured, 
censorious tone when discussmg the hfe that 
Hemmgway led m later years and what they con- 
sidered a dechne in his work. They sometimes 
sounded as if they thought that Hemmgway 
made a point of lettmg them, specifically, down, 
in order to disport himself as a public figure, 
whereas, as I saw it, he was heroically and un- 
corruptedly and uncompromismgly occupied 
day after day with wntmg as hard as he could and 
as well as he could until the day he died. And when 
he was imable to wnte or was between books, he 
still did what he could^ which was to hvc hfe to the 
full and then, with that limitless generosity of his, 
make his pnvate expenence public, so that every- 
body else could also have a wonderful time. 

Hemmgway was generous m so many different 
ways. In his letters and in his conversations with 
friends, Hemmgway gave away the very sub- 
stance out of which another man might have 
created an entire body of work. The style of 
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Heraingway*s letters was a separate style, free and 
loose and (since he knew that time was short) full 
of his own shorthand - much freer, as one might 
expect, than his formal wntmg. He was a tireless 
correspondent. I went out to Hollywood for a 
year and a half after the Profile appeared, to write 
a senes of articles about the niakmg of a movie, 
and I received scores of letters from Hemingway 
out there, giving me his views on movies and 
movie-making and hfe on the Coast, and also 
keepmg me mformed, and entertained, with 
accounts of his fishing and other adventures m 
Cuba. When he went to Africa to hunt m 1953, 
he wrote about die wonders of life there. Africa, 
he told me, was in many ways the best hfe of all, 
and I ought to come there and try it. He usually 
ended his letters by asking you to write soon. He 
didn’t hke to stop writmg letters, he once told me, 
because then he wouldn’t receive any, and that 
would make it lonely. Occasionally, Mary would 
wnte a letter, and it would have Hemingway’s 
own kind of enthusiasm and humour. She would 
write from Kenya diat it was the greatest place in 
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the world for waking up in the morning, and 
that you had to encounter a hve, two-ton 
rhmoceros before dawn, on your way to wash 
your face, to appreciate what hvmg could be. A 
lot of other people the Hemmgways knew — 
people who knew them better than I did - prob- 
ably also got invitations to come there and try it. 
The Hemmgways were always hospitable and 
firiendly. They were always invitmg you to visit 
them m Kenya or in Pans or at their farm m 
Cuba. I’m sorry that I was never able to do it. 

Nobody could fool Hemingway about wntmg 
or about writers. He knew both, and he knew 
them deeply. He knew when a wnter was worth- 
less or a fraud, no matter how great the writer’s 
reputation or his sales or his advances from movie 
compames. About himself he wrote, on 8 August 
1950, that all his hfe he had tried to learn to wnte 
better and to know and understand. People, he 
said, imitated his defects, stole his cadences and 
rhythms, and called the result the Hemingway 
School of writing, and nobody wished him well. 
Then he had an afterthought, and wrote that that 
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was wrong, that a lot of people wished Inm well 
but just didn’t, he guessed, tcU him about it. 
Wntmg and hterature he took seriously. And 
whatever he was asked for he always tried to 
give. He was quick to respond to younger writers. 
Once I asked him to give me a list of reading that 
he would recommend. He composed the foUow- 
mg hst: 

Boule de Sttif and La Matson Telher - dc Maupassant 

The Red and the Black - Stendhal 

Les Fleurs du Mai — Baudelaire 

Madame Bovary - Flaubert 

Remembrance of Things Past - Pi oust 

Buddenbrooks - Mann 

Taras Bulba — Gogol 

The Brothers Karamazov - Dostoyevski 

Anna Karenina and War and Peace - Tolstoy 

Huckleberry Finn - Twain 

Moby Dick - Melville 

The Scarlet Letter - Hawthorne 

The Red Badge of Courage - Crane 

Madame de Mauves - James 

, Whatever you brought up with Hemingway, 
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he always tried — or so I fbmid - to give you a 
response that would be helpful. At one point, 
after finishing a long piece of work, I told him 
that I wanted to write shorter and easier pieces 
from then on. Khs answer was that I would have 
to write harder ones and better ones until I died. 
Only don’t die, he added, explaining that that was 
the only thing he knew that was really worthless. 
He was helpful with minor matters, too. When I 
was m Cahforma, trymg to learn to ride a horse, 
Hemmgway advised me not to nde any big or fat 
horses but to get the smallest, smartest, and least 
mean horse there was. About Hollywood, his 
advice was succmct. He told me not to stay too 
long. 

Hemingway has been called romantic, as dis- 
tinguished from rcahstic, about hfe, especially by 
some of the heavy thinkers. It always seemed to 
me that Hemingway was a sound observer and 
understander of the reahties. Once, I passed along 
some pleasant remarks I had heard about his son 
John, and Hemmgway wrote back that he loved 
his son very much, and then went on to say that 
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in his hfetdme he had also loved three continents, 
several aeroplanes and ships, the oceans, his 
sisters, his wives, hfe and death, morning, noon, 
evening, and night, honour, bed, boxmg, swmi- 
mmg, baseball, shootmg, fishing, and reading and 
wntmg and aU good pictures. 

Not long before he died, when he was at the 
Mayo Clime, m Rochester, Minnesota, Heming- 
way wrote to me that he had his blood-pressure 
‘nonsense’ heked again but that he was behind in 
his work, and that he and Mary were taking oif 
soon for some place where people would leave 
them alone and ‘let me write’. 
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E rnest Hemingway, who may well be the 
greatest Amencan novelist and short-story 
writer of our day, rarely came to New York, For 
many years, he spent most of his time on a farm, 
the Fmca Vigia, nine miles outside Havana, with 
his wife, a domestic staff of nme, fifty-two cats, 
sixteen dogs, a couple of hundred pigeons, and 
three cows. When he did come to New York, it 
was only because he had to pass through it on his 
way somewhere else. Late m 1949, on his way to 
Europe, he stopped m New York for a few days. 
I had written to him askmg if I might see him 
when he came to town, and he had sent me a 
typewntten letter saymg that would be fine and 
suggestmg that I meet his plane at the airport. 
‘I don’t want to sec anybody I don’t hke, nor 
have pubhaty, nor be tied up all the time,’ he 
went on. ‘Want to go to the Bronx Zoo, Metro- 
pohtan Museum, Museum of Modem Art, ditto 
of Natural History, and sec a fight. Want to see 
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the good Breughel at the Met, the one, no two, 
fine Goyas and Mr El Greco’s Toledo. Don’t 
want to go to Toots Shot’s. Am gomg to try to 
get mto town and out without having to shoot 
my mouth off. I want to give the joints a miss. 
Not seemg news people is not a pose. It is only to 
have time to see your friends.’ In pencil, he added, 
‘Time IS the least thing we have of.’ 

Time did not seem to be pressing Hemingway 
the day he flew m from Havana. He was to arrive 
at Idlewild late m die afternoon, and I went out 
to meet him. His plane had landed by the time I 
got there, and I fbmid him standing at a gate wait- 
mg for his luggage and for his wife, who had 
gone to attend to it. He had one arm around a 
scuffed, dilapidated briefcase pasted up with 
travel stickers. He had the other around a wiry 
litde man whose forehead was covered with 
enormous beads of perspiration. Hemingway had 
on a red plaid wool shirt, a figured wool necktie, 
a tan wool sweater-vest, a brown tweed jacket 
tight across the back and with sleeves too short 
for his arms, grey flannel slacks, Argyle socks. 
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and loafers, and he looked beansh, cordial, and 
constricted. His hair, which was very long m 
back, was grey, except at the temples, where it 
was white; his moustache was white, and he had 
a ragged, half-mch, full white beard. There was 
a bump about the size of a walnut over his left 
eye. He had on steel-nmmed spectacles, with a 
piece of paper under the nosepiece. He was in no 
hurry to get into Manhattan. He crooked the arm 
around the briefcase mto a tight hug and said 
that inside was the unfimshed manuscript of his 
new book. Across the River and Into the Trees. He 
crooked the arm around the wiry httle man into 
a tight hug and said the man had been his seat 
compamon on the flight. The man’s name, as I 
got It m a mumbled mtroduction, was Myers, 
and he was returning from a business trip to Cuba. 
Myers made a slight attempt to dislodge himself 
from the embrace, but Hemingway held on to 
him afiectionately. 

‘He read book aU way up on plane,’ Hem- 
ingway said. He spoke with a perceptible Mid- 
western accent, despite the Indian talk. ‘He hked 
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book, I tlunk,’ he added, giving Myers a htdc 
shake and beaming down at Inm. 

* Whew ! ’ said Myers. 

‘Book too much for Inm,’ Hemingway said. 
‘Book start slow, then increase in pace tiU it 
becomes impossible to stand. I bring emotion up 
to where you can’t stand it, then we level olf^ so 
we won’t have to provide oxygen tents for the 
readers. Book is hke engmc. We have to slack 
her off gradually.’ 

‘Whew!’ said Myers. 

Heimngway released him. ‘Not trying for no- 
hit game m book,’ he said. ‘ Going to win maybe 
twelve to nothing or maybe twelve to eleven.’ 

Myers looked puzzled. 

‘ She’s better book than Farewell/ Hemingway 
said. ‘I think this is best one, but you are always 
prejudiced, I guess. Especially if you want to be 
champion.’ He shook Myers’s hand. ‘Thanks for 
reading book,’ he said. 

‘Pleasure,’ Myers said, and walked off un- 
steadily. 

Hemingway watdied him go, and then turned 
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to me. ‘After you finish a book, you know, you’re 
dead,* he said moodily. ‘But no one knows you’re 
dead. All they see is the irresponsibility that comes 
m after the temble responsibihty of writing.’ He 
said he felt tired but was m good shape physically; 
he had brought his weight down to two hundred 
and eight, and his blood pressure was down, too. 
He had considerable rewntmg to do on his book, 
and he was determined to keep at it until he was 
absolutely satisfied. ‘They can’t yank novehst like 
they can pitcher,’ he said. ‘Novehst has to go the 
full nine, even if it kills him.’ 

We were joined by Henungway’s wife, Mary, 
a small, energenc, cheerful woman with close- 
cropped blonde haur, who was wearing a long, 
belted mink coat. A porter pushing a cart heaped 
with luggage followed her. ‘Papa, everything is 
here,’ she said to Hemmgway. ‘Now we ought 
to get gomg. Papa.’ He assumed the air of a man 
who is not going to be rushed. Slowly, he coun- 
ted the pieces of luggage. There were fourteen, 
half of them, Mrs Hemingway told me, extra- 
large Valpaks designed by her husband and 



PORTRAIT OF 


33 

bearing their hieno, also designed by him. When 
Hemingway had fimshed counting, his wife 
suggested that he tell the porter where to put the 
luggage. Hemingway told the porter to stay 
right there and watch it; then he turned to his 
wife and said, ‘Let’s not crowd, honey. Older of 
the day is to have a drink fust.’ 

We went mto the airport cocktail lounge and 
stood at the bar. Hemingway put his briefcase 
down on a chromium stool and pulled the stool 
close to him. He ordered bourbon and water. Mrs 
Hemingway said she would have the same, and I 
ordered a cup of coffee. Hemingway told the bar- 
tender to bnng double bourbons. He waited for 
the drmks with impatience, holding on to the 
bar with both hands and humming an unrccog- 
mzable tunc. Mrs Hemmgway said she hoped it 
wouldn’t be dark by the time they got to New 
York. Hemmgway said it wouldn’t make any 
difference to him, because New York was a rough 
town, a phony town, a town that was the same in 
the dark as it was m the hght, and he was not 
exactly overjoyed to be going there anyway. 
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What he was looking forward to, he said, was 
Venice. ‘ Where I like it is out West in Wyonung, 
Montana, and Idaho, and I like Cuba and Pans 
and around Venice,’ he said. ‘Westport gives me 
the horrors.’ Mrs Hemingway ht a cigarette and 
handed me the pack. I passed it along to him, but 
he said he didn’t smoke. Smoking ruined his 
sense of smell, a sense he found completely 
mdispensable for hunting. ‘Cigarettes smeU so 
awful to you when you have a nose that can truly 
smell,’ he said, and laughed, hunching Ins shoul- 
ders and raising the back of his fist to his face, as 
though he expected somebody to hit him. Then 
he enumerated elk, deer, possum, and coon as 
some of the things he could truly smell. 

The bartender brought the drinks Hemingway 
took several large swallows and said he got along 
fine with aminals, sometimes better than with 
human beings. In Montana, once, he lived with 
a bear, and the bear slept with him, got drunk 
with him, and was a close friend. He asked me 
whether there were still bears at the Bronx Zoo, 
and I said I didn’t know but I was pretty sure 
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there were bears at the Central Park Zoo. ‘I 
always used to go to the Bronx Zoo with Granny 
Rice,’ he said. ‘ I love to go to the zoo. But not on 
Sunday. I don’t hkc to sec the people making fun 
of the ammals, when it should be the other way 
around.’ Mrs Hemingway took a small notebook 
out of her purse and opened it; she told me she 
had made a list of chores she and her husband 
had to do before their boat sailed. They included 
buying a hot-water-bottle cover, an elementary 
Itahan grammar, a short history of Italy, and, for 
Hemingway, four woollen undershirts, four 
pairs of cotton underpants, two pairs of woollen 
underpants, bedroom shppcrs, a belt, and a coat. 
‘Papa has never had a coat,’ she said. ‘We’ve got 
to buy Papa a coat.’ Hemmgway grunted and 
leaned against the bar. ‘A mce, ramproof coat,’ 
Mrs Hemingway said. ‘And he’s got to get his 
glasses fixed. He needs some good, soft padding 
for the nosepiece. It cuts him up brutally. He’s 
had that same piece of paper under the nosepiece 
for weeks. When he really wants to get cleaned up, 
he changes the paper.’ Hemingway grunted again. 
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The bartender came up, and Hemmgway asked 
him to brmg another round of drinks. Then he 
said, ‘First thing we do, Mary, as soon as we hit 
hotel, IS call up the Kraut.’ ‘The Kfaut’, he told 
me, with that same fist-to-the-face laugh, was his 
affectionate term for Marlene Dietnch, an old 
finend, and was part of a large vocabulary of 
special code terms and speech mannerisms mdige- 
nous to the Fmca Vigia. *We have a lot of fun 
talking a sort of joke language,’ he said. 

‘First we call Marlene, and then we order 
caviare and champagne. Papa,’ Mrs Hemingway 
said. ‘I’ve been waitmg months for that caviare 
and champagne.’ 

‘The Kraut, caviare and champagne,’ Heming- 
way said slowly, as though he were memorizing 
a difficult set of military orders. He fmished his 
drmk and gave the bartender a repeat nod, and 
then he turned to me. ‘You want to go with me 
to buy coat?’ he asked. 

‘Buy coat and get glasses fixed,’ Mrs Heming- 
way said. 

I said I would be happy to help him do both. 
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and then I reminded him that he had said he 
wanted to see a fight. The only fight that week, I 
had learned from a friend who knows aU about 
fights, was at the St Nicholas Arena that night. 
I said that my friend had four tickets and would 
like to take all of us. Heimngway wanted to know 
who was fightmg. When I told him, he said they 
were bums. Bums, Mrs Hemingway repeated, 
and added that they had better fighters m Cuba. 
Hemmgway gave me a long, reproachful look. 
‘Daughter, you’ve got to learn that a bad fight is 
worse than no fight,’ he said. We would all go 
to a fight when he got back from Europe, he said, 
because it was absolutely necessary to go to 
several good fights a year. ‘If you quit going for 
too long a time, then you never go near them,’ 
he said. ‘That would be very dangerous.’ He was 
mterrupted by a bnef fit of coughing. ‘Finally,’ 
he concluded, ‘you end up in one room and 
won’t move.’ 

After dallying at the bar a while longer, the 
Hemingways asked me to go with them to their 
hotd. Hemingway ordered the luggage loaded 
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into a taxi, and the three of us got into another. 
It was dark now. As we drove along the boule- 
vard, Hemingway watched the road carefully. 
Mrs Hemmgway told me that he always watched 
the road, usually from the front seat. It was a 
habit he had got into durmg the First World 
War. I asked them what they planned to do in 
Europe. They said tliey were going to stay a 
week or so in Pans and then drive to 
Vemce. 

T love to go back to Pans,’ Hemingway said, 
his eyes stiU fixed on the road. ‘Am going m the 
back door and have no interviews and no pubhe- 
ity and never get a haircut, like in the old days. 
Want to go to cafes where I know no one but one 
waiter and his replacement, see all the new pic- 
tures and the old ones, go to the bike races and 
the fights, and see the new nders and fighters. 
Find good, cheap restaurants where you can keep 
your own napkm. Walk all over the town and 
see where we made our mistakes and where we 
had our few bright ideas. And Icam the form 
and try and pick winners m the blue, smoky 
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afternoons, and then go out the next day to play 
them at Auteuil and Enghicn.’ 

‘Papa IS a good handicapper,’ Mrs Hemingway 
said. 

“When I know the form,’ he said. 

We were crossmg the Queensboro Bridge, and 
we had a clear view of the Manhattan skyline. 
The hghts were on in the tall office buildings. 
Hemmgway did not seem to be impressed. ‘ This 
am’t my town,’ he said. ‘It’s a town you come to 
for a short time. It’s murder.’ Pans was like an- 
other home to him, he said. ‘ I am as lonesome and 
as happy as I can be in that town we hved in and 
worked and learned and grew up in, and then 
fought our way back into.’ Vemcc was another of 
his home towns. The last time he and his wife 
were in Italy, they had Hved for four months m 
Vemce and the Cortma Valley, and he had gone 
himtmg, and now he had put the locale and some 
of the people m the book he was writing. ‘Italy 
was so damned wonderful,’ he said. ‘It was sort 
of like havmg died and gone to Heaven, a place 
you’d figured never to see.’ 



HEMINGWAY 


39 


Mrs Henungway said that she had broken her 
right ankle skung there but that she planned to go 
skung there again. Hemingway had been hos- 
pitalized m Padua with an eye mfection, which 
developed into erysipelas, but he wanted to go 
back to Italy and wanted to see his many good 
fhends there. He was lookmg forward to seemg 
the gondohers on a windy day, the Gritti Palace 
Hotel, where they stayed during their last visit, 
and the Locanda Cipnam, which was an old mn 
on Torcello, an island m the lagoon north-east 
of Vemee where some of the ongmal Venetians 
hved before they built Vcmce. Now about 
seventy people hved on TorceUo, and the men 
were professional duck-hunters. While there, 
Hemingway had gone duck-hunting a lot with 
the gardener of the old inn. ‘We’d go around 
through the canals and jump-shoot, and I’d walk 
the prairies at low tide for smpe,’ he said. ‘It was 
a big fly route for ducks that came all the way 
down from the Pnpet Marshes. I shot good and 
thus became a respected local character. They 
have some sort of httle bird that comes through, 
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after eating grapes in the north, on his way to 
eat grapes in the south. The local characters some- 
times shot them sitting, and I occasionally shot 
them flying. Once, I shot two high doubles, 
rights and lefts, in a row, and the gardener cned 
with emotion. Commg home, I shot a high duck 
against the rismg moon and dropped him m the 
canal. That precipitated an emotional crisis I 
thought I would never get him out of but did, 
with about a pmt of Chianti. Wc each took a 
pmt out with us. I drank mme to keep warm 
commg home. He drank bis when overcome by 
emotion.’ "We were silent for a while, and then 
Hcmmgway said, ‘Vemce was lovely.’ 

The Hemingways were stopping at the Sherry- 
Netherland. Hemingway registered and told the 
room clerk that he did not want any announce- 
ment made of his arrival and did not want any 
visitors, or any telephone calls either, except 
from Miss Dietrich. Then we went up to the 
suite - hvmg-room, bedroom, and servmg pantry 
- that had been reserved for them. Hemingway 
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paused at the entrance and scouted the hving- 
room. It was large, decorated m garish colours, 
and furnished with iinitation-Chippendale furni- 
ture and an imitation fireplace contaimng imita- 
tion coals. 

‘Joint looks O.K.,’ he said. ‘Guess they call this 
the Chinese Godne Room.’ He moved m and 
took the room. 

Mrs Hemingway went over to a bookcase and 
examined its contents. ‘Look, Papa,’ she said. 
‘They’re phony. They’re pasteboard backs. Papa. 
They’re not real books.’ 

Hemingway put his briefcase down on a bnght- 
red couch and advanced on the bookcase, then 
slowly, with expression, read the tides aloud — 
Elementary Economics, Govetnment of the United 
States, Sweden, the Land and the People, and Sleep 
in Peace by Phylhs Bentley. ‘I think we are an 
outfit headed for extinction,’ he said, starting to 
take off his necktie. 

After getting his necktie off, and then his 
jacket, Hemingway handed them to his wife, who 
went into the bedroom, saying she was gomg to 
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unpack. He unbuttoned his collar and went ovci 
to the telephone. ‘Got to call the Kraut,’ he said. 
He telephoned the Plaza and asked for Miss 
Dietrich. She was out, and he left word for her to 
come over for supper. Then he called room 
service and ordered caviare and a couple of 
bottles of Perner-Jouet, hut. 

Hemingway went back to the bookcase and 
stood there stiffly, as though he could not decide 
what to do with liimself. He looked at the paste- 
board backs agam and said, ‘Phony, just like tlie 
town.’ I said that there was a tremendous amount 
of talk about Inm these days in literary circles - 
that the critics seemed to be talking and writing 
defimtively not only about the work he had done 
but about the work he was gomg to do. He said 
that, of all the people he did not wish to sec m 
New York, the people he wished least to sec 
were the critics. ‘They arc like tliosc people who 
go to ball games and can’t tell the players without 
a score card,’ he said. *I am not worried about 
what anybody I do not like might do. What the 
hell! If they can do you harm, let them do it. 
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It IS like being a third baseman and protestmg 
because they hit hne drives to you. Line drives 
are regrettable, but to be expected.’ The closest 
competitors of the critics among those he wished 
least to see, he said, were certam writers who 
wrote books about the war when they had not 
seen anythmg of war at first hand. ‘They are just 
like an outfielder who wiU drop a fly on you 
when you have pitched to have the batter hit a 
high fly to that outfielder, or when they’re pitch- 
mg they try to strike everybody out.’ When he 
pitched, he said, he never struck anybody out, 
except under extreme necessity. ‘I knew I had 
only so many fast balls m that arm,’ he said. 
‘Would make them pop to short mstead, or fly 
out, or hit It on the ground, bounemg.’ 

A waiter arrived with the caviare and cham- 
pagne, and Hemmgway told him to open one of 
the botdes. Mrs Hemmgway came m from the 
bedroom and said she couldn’t find his tooth- 
brush. He said that he didn’t know where it was 
but that he could easily buy another. Mrs 
Hemmgway said all right, and went back mto the 
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bedroom. Hemingway poured two glasses of 
champagne, gave one to me, and picked up the 
other one and took a sip. The waiter watched lum 
anxiously. Hemmgway hunched Ins shoulders 
and said somethmg in Spanish to the waiter. They 
both laughed, and the waiter left. Hemingway 
took his glass over to the red couch and sat down, 
and I sat m a chair opposite lum. 

T can remember feelmg so awful about the 
first war that I couldn’t wnte about it for ten 
years,’ he said, suddenly very angry. ‘The wound 
combat makes m you, as a writer, is a very slow- 
heahng one. I wrote three stones about it ui the 
old days- “In Another Country”, “A Way You’ll 
Never Be ”, and “ NowILay Me”.’ Hementioiicd 
a war wnter who, he said, was apparently dunk- 
ing of himself as Tolstoy, but who’d be able to 
play Tolstoy only on the Bryn Mawr field-hockey 
team. ‘ He never hears a shot fired m anger, and he 
sets out to beat who? Tolstoy, an artillery officer 
who fought at Sevastopol, who knew lus stuffy 
who was a hell of a man anywhere you put lum - 
bed, bar, m an empty room where he liad to 
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think. I started out very qmet and I beat Mr 
Turgenev. Then I trained hard and I beat Mr de 
Maupassant. I’ve fought two draws with Mr 
Stendhal, and I think I had an edge in the last one. 
But nobody’s going to get me m any rmg with 
Mr Tolstoy unless I’m crazy or I keep gettmg 
better.’ 

He had begun his new book as a short story. 
‘Then I couldn’t stop it. It went straight on into a 
novel,’ he said. ‘That’s the way aU my novels got 
started. When I was twenty-five, I read novels by 
Somersault Maugham and Stephen St Vixen 
Bcn^t.’ He laughed hoarsely. ‘They had written 
novels, and I was ashamed because I had not writ- 
ten any novels. So I wrote The Sun when I was 
twenty-seven, and I wrote it in six weeks, starting 
on my birdiday, 21 July, in Valencia, and fimsh- 
mg It on 6 September, m Pans. But it was really 
lousy and the rewritmg took nearly five months. 
Maybe that will encourage young writers so they 
won’t have to go get advice from their psycho- 
analysts. Analyst once wrote me. What did I learn 
from psycho-analysts? I answered. Very httle but 
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hope they had learned as much as they were able 
to understand i&om my pubhshed works. You 
never saw a counter-puncher who was punchy. 
Never lead agamst a hitter unless you can out-hit 
him. Crowd a boxer, and take everything he has, 
to get inside. Duck a swmg. Block a hook. And 
counter a jab with everything you own. Papa’s 
dehvery of hard-learned facts of hfe.’ 

Hemingway poured himself another glass of 
champagne. He liked to write m longhand, he 
said, but he had recently bought a tape recorder 
and was trying to get up the courage to use it. ‘I’d 
like to learn talk machine,’ he said. ‘You just tell 
talk machine anything you want and get secretary 
to type it out.’ He wrote without facihty, except 
for dialogue. ‘When the people arc taUong, I can 
hardly write it fost enough or keep up with it, 
but with an almost unbearable high mamfold 
pleasure. I put more inches on than she will take, 
and then fly her as near as I know to how she 
should be flown, only flying as cra2y as really 
good pilots fly crazy sometmies. Most of the time 
flying conservatively but with an awfully fast 
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airplane that makes up for the conservatism. 
That way, you hve longer. I mean your writing 
hves longer. How do you like it now, gentle- 
men?’ The question seemed to have some special 
significance for him, but he did not bother to 
explain it. 

I wanted to know whether, m his opmion, the 
new book was different from his others, and he 
gave me another long, reproachful look. ‘What 
do you think?’ he said after a moment. ‘You 
don’t expect me to write The Farewell to Arms 
Boys in Acldis Ababa, do you? Or The Farewell to 
Arms Boys Take a Gunboat?* The book was about 
the command level m the Second World War. 
‘I am not interested m the G.I. who wasn’t one,’ 
he said, suddenly angry agam. ‘ Or the injustices 
done to me, with a capital M. I am interested m 
the goddam sad science of war.’ The new novel 
had a good deal of profamty m it. ‘That’s because 
m war they talk profane, although I always try 
to talk gently,’ he said. ‘I think I’ve got Farewell 
beat m this one,’ he went on. He touched his 
briefcase. ‘It hasn’t got the youth and the ignor- 
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ance.’ Then, he asked wearily, ‘How do you like 
It now, gentlemen?’ 

There was a knock at the door, and Heming- 
way got up quickly and opened it. It was Miss 
Dietrich. Their reunion was a happy one. Mrs 
Hemmgway came out of the bedroom and greeted 
the guest enthusiastically. Miss Dietrich stood back 
from Hemmgway and looked at him with approv- 
al. ‘Papa, you look wonderful,’ she said slowly. 

‘I sure missed you, daughter,’ said Hemmgway. 
He raised his frst to his face, and his shoulders 
shook as he laughed silently. 

Miss Dietnch was wearing a mink coat. She 
sighed loudly, took off the coat, and handed it 
to Mrs Hemmgway. Then she sighed agam and 
sat down m an overstuffed chair. Hemingway 
poured a glass of champagne, took it to her, and 
refilled the other glasses. 

‘The Kraut’s the best that ever came into the 
ring,* he said as he handed me my glass. Then he 
pulled a chair up beside Ivliss Dietrich’s, and they 
compared notes on friends and on themselves. 
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They talked, about theatre and motion-picture 
people, one of whom, a man, Hemmgway re- 
ferred to as a ‘sea heel’. 

Miss Dietrich wanted to know what a sea heel 
was. 

‘The sea is bigger than the land,’ he told her. 

Mrs Hemmgway went mto the servmg pantry 
and came out m a few minutes with caviare 
spread on toast. 

‘Mary, I am tcllmg Papa how I have to behave 
because I am a grandmother,’ Miss Dietrich said, 
takmg a piece of toast. ‘I have to thmk always of 
the children. You know. Papa?’ 

Hemmgway gave a sympathetic grunt, and 
Miss Dietrich took from her purse some snap- 
shots of her grandson and passed them around. 
He was eighteen months old, she told us. Heming- 
way said that he looked like a winner, and that he 
would be proud to own a piece of him if he ever 
got mto the ring. 

Miss Dietrich said that her daughter was gomg 
to have another child soon. T’ll be a grandmother 
again^ Papa,’ she said. 
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Hemingway gave her a bleak look. ‘ I’m gomg 
to be a grandfather in a few months,’ he said. ‘My 
son Bumby’s wife.’ 

Mrs Hemingway told me that Bumby was the 
mckname of her husband’s eldest son, John, an 
Army captain stationed m Berlin. His two other 
sons, she said, were Patrick, known as Mouse, 
who was a twenty-one-year-old sophomore at 
Harvard, and was planning to get married in 
June, and Gregory, known as Gigi, who was 
eighteen and a freshman at St John’s, at Annapohs. 
In addition to the present Mrs Hemmgway, 
Patrick was gomg to mvite to his weddmg his 
and Gigi’s mother, Pauhne Pfeiffer, who was 
Hemingway’s second wife. Bumby’s mother and 
Hemmgway ’s first wife was Hadley Richardson, 
now Mrs Paul Scott Mowrer, and Hemmgway’s 
third wife was Martha Gellhom. 

‘Everything you do, you do for the sake of the 
children,’ Miss Dietnch said. 

‘Everything for the children,’ Hemmgway 
said. He refilled Miss Dietrich’s glass. 

‘Thank you, Papa,’ she said, and sighed. She 
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lived at the Plaza, she told him, but spent a good 
deal of her time at the apartment of her daughter, 
who hved on Third Avenue. ‘Papa, you should 
see me when they go out,’ she said, and took a 
sip of champagne. ‘I’m the baby-sitter. As soon 
as they leave the house, I go around and look m all 
the comers and straighten the drawers and clean 
up. I can’t stand a house that isn’t neat and clean. 
I go around m all the comers with towels I bnng 
with me from the Plaza, and I clean up the whole 
house. Then they come home at one or two m 
the mormng, and I take the dirty towels and some 
of the baby’s things that need washmg, and, with 
my bundle over my shoulder, I go out and get a 
taxi, and the driver, he thinks I am this old 
washerwoman from Third Avenue, and he takes 
me in the taxi and talks to me with sympathy, so 
I am afraid to let him take me to the Plaza. I get 
out a block away from the Plaza and I walk home 
with my bundle and I wash the baby’s things, 
and then I go to sleep.’ 

‘Daughter, you’re hittmg them with the bases 
loaded,’ Hemingway said eamesdy. 
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There was a ring at the door, and a bellboy 
brought m a florist’s box. Mrs Hemingway 
opened it and took out some green orchids, which 
were from her mother. Mis Hemingway put the 
flowers in a vase and said it was time to order 
supper. 

As we ate, the Hemingways and Miss Dietrich 
talked about the war. All three had seen it at fiist 
hand. Mrs Hennngway, who, as Mary Welsh, 
was a Time correspondent in London, met 
Hemingway there durmg the war, and both saw 
a good deal of Miss Dietnch there and, later on, 
in Pans. Miss Dietrich was a U.S.O. entertainer, 
and performed on almost every front in the 
European theatre. She grew a litde sad as she 
talked about the war. She had loved entertaining 
the troops, and the spint overseas, she said, was 
the best she had ever found m people anywhere. 
‘Everybody was the way people should be all the 
time,’ she continued. ‘Not mean and afraid but 
good to each other.’ 

Hemingway raised his glass m a toast to her. 

*I’ve finally figured out why Papa sometimes 
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gets mean, now that the war is over,’ Mrs Heimng- 
way said. ‘It’s because there is no occasion for 
him to be valorous m peacetime.’ 

‘It was diflerent m the war,’ Miss Dietiich said. 
‘People were not so selfish and they helped each 
other.’ 

Hemmgway asked her about some recordings 
she had made, during the war, of popular Ameri- 
can songs with lyrics translated into German, and 
said he’d like to have them. ‘I’ll give you manu- 
script of new book for recordmgs if you want to 
trade even, daughter,’ he told her. 

‘Papa, I don’t trade with you. I love you,’ said 
Miss Dietnch. 

‘You’re the best that ever came into the nng,’ 
Hemmgway said. 

Late the next mornmg, I was awakened by a 
telephone caE from Hemmgway, who asked me 
to come right over to the hotel. He soimded 
urgent. I had a fast cup of cofiee, and when I 
turned up at the smte, I found the door open and 
walked in. Hemmgway was talkmg on the 
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telephone. He was wearing an orange plaid bath- 
robe that looked too smaU for him, and he had a 
glass of champagne m one hand. His beard looked 
more scraggly than it had the day before. ‘My 
boy Patrick is coming down from Harvard and 
I’d like to reserve a room for him,’ he was saying 
into the telephone. *P, as m “Patrick”.’ He 
paused and took a sip of champagne. ‘Much 
obhged. He’ll be dovra from Harvard.’ 

Hemmgway hung up, and from his bathrobe 
pocket took a box of pills. He shook two of them 
into the palm of his hand and downed them with 
a mouthful of champagne. He told me that he had 
been up smee six, that his wife was still asleep, 
and that he had done enough work for that 
mormng and wanted to talk, an activity he found 
relaxing. He always woke at daybreak, he ex- 
plained, because his eyehds were especially thm 
and his eyes especially sensitive to hght. ‘I have 
seen all the sunrises there have been m my hfc, 
and that’s half a hundred years,’ he said. He had 
done considerable revision that mormng on the 
manuscript. ‘I wake up m the mormng and my 
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mind starts making sentences, and I have to get 
rid of them fast - talk them or write them down/ 
he said. ‘How did you hke the Kraut?’ 

Very much, I said. 

‘I love the Kraut and I love Ingrid,’ he said. 
‘ If I weren’t married to Miss Mary and didn’t 
love Miss Mary, I would try to hook up with 
either of them. Each one has what the other 
hasn’t. And what each has, I love very much.’ 
For a moment, he looked bewildered, and then 
he said quickly, ‘Would never marry an actress, 
on account they have their careers and they work 
bad hours.’ 

I asked him whether he still wanted to buy a 
coat, and he said sure but he didn’t want to be 
rushed or crowded and it was cold outside. On a 
serving table near the couch were two champagne 
coolers, each containing ice and a bottle. He 
carried his glass over there and held up one of the 
bottles and sqmnted at it. It was empty. He put it 
back in the cooler, head down. Then he opened 
the other bottle, and as he poured some cham- 
pagne mto his glass, he said, “‘So feed me am- 
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mu-mtion, keep me m the Third Division, your 
dog-face soldier boy’s O.K.”’ Breaking off, he 
said, * Song of the Third Infantry Division. I like 
this song when I need music mside myself to go 
on. I love all music, even opera. But I have no 
talent for it and cannot smg. I have a perfect 
goddam ear for music, but I can’t play any 
instrument by ear - not even the piano. My 
mother used to make me play the cello. She took 
me out of school one year to learn the cello, when 
I wanted to be out m the fresh air playing foot- 
ball. She wanted to have chamber music in the 
house.’ 

His briefcase was lying open on a chair near 
the desk, and the manuscript pages were protrud- 
mg firom it; someone seemed to have stuffed them 
mto the briefcase without much care. Hemmg- 
way told me that he had been cutting the manu- 
script. ‘The test of a book is how much good stuff 
you can throw away,’ he said. ‘When I’m 
writing It, I’m just as proud as a goddam hon. 
I use the oldest words in the English language. 
People thmk I’m an ignorant bastard who doesn’t 
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know the ten-doUar words. I know the ten-dollar 
words. There are older and better words which 
if you arrange them m the proper combination 
you make it stick. Remember, anybody who pulls 
his erudition or education on you hasn’t any. 
Also, daughter, remember that I never earned 
Teddy bears to bed with me smee I was four. 
Now, with seventy-eight-y ear-old grandmothers 
taking advantage of loopholes m the G.I. Bill of 
Rights whereby a gold-star mother can receive 
her son’s education, I thought of estabhshing a 
scholarship and sendmg myself to Harvard, 
because my Aunt Arabelle has always felt very 
bad that I am the only Hcmmgway boy that 
never went to college. But I have been so busy I 
have not got around to it. I only went to high 
school and a couple of rmhtary cram courses, and 
never took French. I began to learn to read 
French by readmg the A.P. story in the French 
paper after readmg the American A.P. story, and 
finally learned to read it by readmg accounts of 
thmgs I had seen - les iv6nements sportifs - and 
from that and les crimes it was only a jump to Dr 
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de Maupassant, who wrote about things I had 
seen or could understand. Dumas, Daudet, Sten- 
dhal, who when I read him I knew that was the 
way I wanted to be able to write. Mr Flaubert, 
who always threw them perfectly straight, hard, 
high, and mside. Then Mr Baudelaire, that I 
learned my knuckle ball from, and Mr Rimbaud, 
who never threw a fast ball in his hfe. Mr Gidc 
and Mr Valery I couldn’t learn from. I think Mr 
Valery was too smart for me. Like Jack Britton 
and Benny Leonard.’ 

Jack Bntton, he continued, was a fighter he 
admired very much. ‘Jack Bntton kept on his 
toes and moved around and never let them hit 
him sohd,’ he said. ‘I hke to keep on my toes and 
never let them hit me sohd. Never lead against a 
hitter unless you can out-hit him. Crowd a boxer,’ 
he said, assuming a boxmg stance and holding his 
right hand, which was grasping the champagne 
glass, close to his chest. With his left hand, he 
punched at the air, saying, ‘Remember. Duck a 
swing. Block a hook. And counter a jab with 
everything you own.’ He straightened up and 
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looked thoughtfully at his glass. Then he said, 
‘One time, I asked Jack, speaking of a fight with 
Benny Leonard, “How did you handle Benny so 
easy. Jack?” “Erme,” he said, “Benny is an 
awfiiUy smart boxer. All the time he’s boxmg, 
he’s thmkmg. All the time he was thinkmg, I was 
hittmg him.” ’ Hemmgway gave a hoaise laugh, 
as though he had heard the story for the first time. 
‘Jack moved very geometneahy pure, never one 
hundredth of an mch too much. No one ever got 
a sohd shot at him. Wasn’t anybody he couldn’t 
hit any time he wanted to.’ He laughed agam. 
‘“All the time he was thinkmg, I was hittmg 
him.” ’ The anecdote, he told me, had been m the 
ongmal version of his short story ‘Fifty Grand’, 
but Scott Fitzgerald had persuaded him to take it 
out. ‘Scott thought everybody knew about it, 
when only Jack Britton and I knew about it, 
because Jack told it to me,’ he said. ‘So Scott told 
me to take it out. I didn’t want to, but Scott was 
a successful writer and a writer I respected, so I 
listened to him and took it out.’ 

Hemmgway sat down on the couch and 
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nodded his head sharply a couple of times to be 
sure he had my attention. ‘As you get older, it is 
harder to have heroes, but it is sort of necessary,’ 
he said. ‘ I have a cat named Boise, who wants to 
be a human being,’ he went on slowly, lowering 
his voice to a kind of grumble. ‘So Boise eats 
everything that human bemgs cat. He chews 
Vitarmn B Complex capsules, which arc as bitter 
as aloes. He thinks I am holding out on him 
because I won’t give him blood-pressure tablets, 
and because I let him go to sleep without Seconal.’ 
He gave a short, rumblmg laugh. ‘I am a strange 
old man,’ he said. ‘How do you like it now, 
gentlemen?’ 

Fifty, Hemingway said, on reconsideration, is 
not supposed to be old. ‘It is sort of fun to be fifty 
and feel you are gomg to defend the title agam,’ 
he said. ‘I won it m the twenties and defended it 
in die thirties and the forties, and I don’t mind at 
all defending it in the fifties.’ 

After a while, Mrs Hemingway came into the 
room. She was wearmg grey flannel slacks and a 
white blouse, and she said she felt wonderful, 
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because she had had her first hot bath in six 
months. Then she said she was going out to do 
her errands, and suggested that Hemingway get 
dressed and go out and do his. He said that it was 
lunchtime, and that if they went out then, they 
would have to stop some place for lunch, whereas 
if they had lunch sent up to the room, they might 
save time. Mrs Hemmgway said she would order 
lunch while he got dressed. Still holdmg his glass, 
he reluctandy got up from the couch. Then he 
fimshed his drink and went mto the bedroom. By 
the time he came out — wearmg the same outfit 
as the day before, except for a blue shirt with a 
button-down collar - a waiter had set the table for 
our lunch. We couldn’t have lunch without a 
bottle of Tavel, Hemmgway said, and we waited 
until the waiter had brought it before starting to 
eat. 

Hemingway began with oysters, and he chewed 
each one very thoroughly. ‘Eat good and digest 
good,’ he told us. 

‘Papa, please get glasses fixed,’ Mrs Heming^ 
way said. 
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He nodded. Then he nodded a few times at me 
- a repetition of the sign for attention. ‘What I 
want to be when I am old is a wise old man who 
won’t bore,’ he said, then paused while the waiter 
set a plate of asparagus and an artichoke before 
him and poured the Tavel. Hemingway tasted the 
wine and gave the waiter a nod. ‘I’d hke to see all 
the new fighters, horses, ballets, bike riders, 
dames, bullfighters, pamters, aeroplanes, sons of 
bitches, caf6 characters, big mtemational whores, 
restaurants, years of wme, newsreels, and never 
have to write a hne about any of it,’ he said. ‘I’d 
like to write lots of letters to my friends and get 
back letters. Would hke to be able to make love 
good until I was eighty-five, the way Clemenceau 
could. And what I would hke to be is not Bemie 
Baruch. I wouldn’t sit on park benches, although 
I might go around the park once in a while to 
feed the pigeons, and also I wouldn’t have any 
long beard, so there could be an old man didn’t 
look hke Shaw.’ He stopped and ran die back of 
his hand along his beard, and looked around the 
room reflectively. ‘Have never met Mr Shaw,’ 
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he said. ‘Never been to Niagara Falls, either. 
Anyway, I would take up harness racing. You 
aren’t up near the top at that until you’re over 
seventy-five. Then I could get me a good young 
ball club, maybe, hke Mr Mack. Only I wouldn’t 
signal with a programme, so as to break the 
pattern. Haven’t figured out yet what I would 
signal with. And when that’s over. I’ll make the 
prettiest corpse smcc Pretty Boy Floyd. Only 
suckers worry about savmg their souls. Who the 
hell should care about savmg his soul when it is a 
man’s duty to lose it mteUigcntly, the way you 
would sell a position you were defending, if you 
could not hold it, as expensively as possible, trymg 
to make it the most expensive position that was 
ever sold. It isn’t hard to die.’ He opened his 
mouth and laughed, at first soundlessly and then 
loudly. ‘No more worries,’ he said. He picked up 
a long spear of asparagus with his fingers and 
looked at it without enthusiasm. ‘It takes a pretty 
good man to make any sense when he’s dying,’ 
he said. 

Mrs Hermngway had finished eatmg, and she 
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qmckly finished her wine. Hemingway slowly 
finished his. I looked at my wristwatch, and found 
that It was almost three. The waiter started clear- 
ing the table, and we all got up. Hemingway 
stood looking sadly at the bottle of champagne, 
which was not yet empty. Mrs Hemingway put 
on her coat, and I put on mine. 

‘The half-bottle of champagne is the enemy of 
man,’ Hemingway said. We all sat down again. 

‘If I have any money, I can’t think of any 
better way of spending money than on cham- 
pagne,’ Hemmgway said, pounng some. 

When the champagne was gone, we left the 
suite. Downstairs, Mrs Hemingway told us to 
remember to get glasses fixed, and scooted away. 

Hemmgway balked for a moment m front of 
the hotel. It was a cool, cloudy day. Tins was not 
good weather for him to be out m, he said sulkily, 
addmg that his throat felt kind of sore. I asked 
him if he wanted to see a doctor. He said no. ‘I 
never trust a doctor I have to pay,’ he said, and 
started across Fifth Avenue. A flock of pigeons 
flew by. He stopped, looked up, and aimed an 
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imaginary rifle at them. He pulled the trigger, and 
then looked disappointed. ‘Very difficult shot,’ 
he said. He turned quickly and pretended to shoot 
agam. ‘Easy shot,’ he said. ‘Look !’ He pomted to 
a spot on the pavement. He seemed to be feelmg 
better, but not much better. 

I asked him if he wanted to stop first at his 
optician’s. He said no. I mentioned the coat. He 
shrugged. Mrs Hemmgway had suggested that he 
look for a coat at Abercrombie & Fitch, so I 
mentioned Abercrombie & Fitch. He shrugged 
agam and lumbered slowly over to a taxi, and we 
started down Fifth Avenue m the afternoon traffic. 
At the comer of Fifty-fourth, we stopped on a 
signal ftom the traffic cop. Hemmgway growled. 
*I love to see an Irish cop bemg cold,’ he said. 
* Give you eight to one he was an M.P. m the war. 
Very skilful cop. Femts and fakes good. Cops 
are not hke they are m the Hellmger movies. 
Only once m a while,’ We started up agam, and 
he showed me where he once walked across Fifth 
Avenue with Scott Fitzgerald. ‘Scott wasn’t at 

Prmccton any more, but he was still talking foot- 
T-c 
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ball/ he said, without animation. ‘The ambition 
of Scott’s h£c was to be on the football team. I 
said, “Scott, why don’t you cut out this foot- 
ball?” I said, “Come on, boy.” He said, “You’re 
crazy.” That’s the end of that story. If you can’t 
get through traffic, how the heU are you gonna 
get through the hne? But I am not Thomas 
Mann,’ he added. ‘Get another opimon.* 

By the time we reached Abercrombie’s, 
Hemingway was moody again. He got out of the 
taxi reluctantly and reluctantly entered the store. 
I asked him whether he wanted to look at a coat 
first or something dse. 

‘Coat,’ he said unhappily. 

In the elevator, Hemingway looked even 
bigger and bulkier than he had before, and his 
face had the expression of a man who is being 
forcibly subjected to the worst kind of misery. A 
middle-aged woman standing next to him stared 
at his scraggly white beard with obvious alarm 
and disapproval. ‘Good Christ!’ Hemingway 
said suddenly, in the silence of the elevator, and 
the middle-aged woman looked down at her foot. 
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The doors opened at our floor, and we got out 
and headed for a rack of topcoats. A tall, dapper 
derk approached us, and Henungway shoved his 
hands into his pants pockets and crouched for- 
ward. T think I stfll have credit m this joint,’ he 
said to the clerk. 

The clerk cleared his throat. ‘Yes, sir,’ he said. 

‘Want to see coat,’ Hemingway said menac- 
ingly. 

‘Yes, sir,’ said the clerk. ‘What kmd of coat 
did you wish to see, sir?’ 

‘That one.’ He pomted to a straight-hangmg, 
beldess tan gabardine coat on the rack. The clerk 
helped him mto it and gently drew him over to a 
full-length mirror. ‘Hangs like a shroud,’ Hem- 
ingway said, tearing the coat off. ‘I’m tall on top. 
Got any other coat?’ he asked, as though he 
expected the answer to be no. He edged impa- 
tiently toward the elevators. 

‘How about this one, sir, with a removable 
lining, sir?’ the clerk said. This one had a belt. 
Hemingway tried it on, studied himself in the 
mirror, and then raised his arms as though he 
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were aiming a n£te. ‘You gomg to use it for 
shooting, sir?’ the clerk asked. Hemingway grun- 
ted, and said he would take the coat. He gave the 
clerk his name, and the clerk snapped his fingers. 
‘Of course!’ he said. ‘There was something . . .’ 
Hemmgway looked embarrassed and said to 
send the coat to him at the Sherry-Netherland, 
and then said he’d hke to look at a belt. 

‘What land of belt, Mr Hemmgway?’ the 
clerk asked. 

‘Guess a brown one,’ Hemmgway said. 

We moved over to the belt counter, and 
another clerk appeared. 

‘WiU you show Mr Hemmgway a belt?’ the 
first clerk said, and stepped back and thoughtfully 
watched Hemmgway. 

The second clerk took a tape measure firom his 
pocket, saying he thought Hemmgway was a 
size 44 or 46. 

‘Wanta bet?’ Hemingway asked. He took the 
clerk’s hand and pimched himself m the stomach 
with It. 

‘Gee, he’s got a hard tummy,’ the belt clerk 
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said. He measured Hemingway’s waistline. 
‘Thirty-eight!’ he reported. ‘Small waist for 
your size. What do you do - a lot of exercise?’ 

Hemingway hunched his shoulders, feinted, 
laughed, and looked happy for the first time smee 
we’d left the hotel. He punched himself m the 
stomach with his own fist. 

‘Where you going - to Spam agam?’ the belt 
clerk asked. 

‘To Italy,’ Hemmgway said, and punched him- 
self m the stomach again. After Hemmgway had 
decided on a brown calf belt, the clerk asked him 
whether he wanted a money belt. He said no - he 
kept his money m a cheque book. 

Our next stop was the shoe department, and 
there Hemmgway asked a clerk for some folding 
bedroom shppers. 

‘Pullman slippers,’ the clerk said. ‘What size?’ 

‘’Levens,’ Hemingway said bashfully. The shp- 
pers were produced, and he told the clerk he 
would take them. ‘I’ll put them m my pocket,’ he 
said. ‘Just mark them, so they won’t think I’m a 
shoplifter.* 
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‘You’d be surprised what’s taken from the 
store,’ said the clerk, who was very small and 
very old. ‘Why, the other mommg, someone on 
the first floor went ofi* with a big roulette wheel. 
Just picked it up and - ’ 

Hemingway was not hstenmg. ‘Wolfie!’ he 
shouted at a man who seemed almost seven feet 
tall and whose back was to us. 

The man turned around. He had a big, square 
red face, and at the sight of Hemingway it regis- 
tered extreme joy. ‘Papa!’ he shouted. 

The big man and Hemingway embraced and 
pounded each other on the back for quite some 
time. It was Wmston Guest. Mr Guest told us he 
was going upstairs to pick up a gun, and proposed 
that we come along. Hemmgway asked what 
kind of gun, and Guest said a ten-gauge 
magnum. 

‘Beautiful gun,’ Hemingway said, taking his 
bedroom sHppers from the clerk and stuflSng them 
into his pocket. 

In the elevator, Hemingway and Guest checked 
with each other on how much weight they had 
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lost. Guest said he was now down to two hundred 
and thirty-five, after a good deal of galloping 
around on polo ponies. Hemingway said he was 
down to two himdred and eight, after shooting 
ducks in Cuba and workmg on his book. 

‘How’s the book now. Papa?’ Guest asked as 
we got out of the elevator. 

Hemingway gave his fist-to-the-face laugh and 
said he was gomg to defend his title once more. 
‘Wolfie, all of a sudden I found I could write 
wonderful agam, instead of just biting on the 
nail,’ he said slowly. ‘I think it took a while for 
my head to get rebuilt mside. You should not, 
ideally, break a writer’s head open or give him 
seven concussions m two years or break six nbs 
on him when he is forty-seven or push a rear- 
view-mirror support through the ftont of his 
skull opposite the pituitary gland or, really, shoot 
at him too much. On the other hand, Wolfie, 
leave the sons of bitches alone and they are hable 
to start crawlmg back mto the womb or some- 
where if you drop a porkpie hat.’ He exploded 
into laughter. 
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Guest’s huge firatne shook with almost uncon- 
trollable laughter. ‘God, Papa!’ he said. ‘I stdl 
have your shooting clothes out at the island. 
When are you coming out to shoot, Papa?’ 

Hemmgway laughed again and pounded him 
on the back. ‘Wolfie, you’re so damn big!’ he 
said. 

Guest arranged to have his gun dehvered, and 
then we all got mto the elevator, the two of them 
talkmg about a man who caught a black marlm 
last year that weighed a thousand and six pounds. 

‘How do you like it now, gentlemen?’ Hem- 
ingway asked. 

‘God, Papa!’ said Guest. 

On the ground floor. Guest pointed to a 
mounted elephant head on the wall. ‘Pygmy 
elephant. Papa,’ he said. 

‘Miserable elephant,’ said Hemingway. 

Their arms around each other, they went out 
to the street. I said that I had to leave, and Hem- 
ingway told me to be sure to come over to the 
hotel early the next morning so that I could go 
with him and Patrick to the Metropolitan Mus- 
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eum. As I walked off, I heard Guest say, ‘ God, 
Papa, I’m not ashamed of anything I’ve ever 
done.’ 

*Nor, oddly enough, am I,’ said Hemingway. 

I looked around. They were punching each 
other m the stomach and laughing raucously. 

The foUowmg mommg, the door of the Hem- 
ingway suite was opened for me by Patrick, a 
shy young man of medium height, with large 
eyes and a sensitive face. He was wearing grey 
flannel slacks, a white shirt open at the collar, 
Argyle socks, and loafers. Mrs Hemingway was 
writing a letter at the desk. As I came in, she 
looked up and said, ‘As soon as Papa has finished 
dressing, we’re going to look at pictures.’ She 
went back to her letter. 

Patrick told me that he’d just as soon spend the 
whole day looking at pictures, and that he had 
done a bit of painting himself. ‘Papa has to be 
back here for lunch with Mr Scribner,* he said, 
and added that he himself was going to stay in 
town until the neict morning, when the Heming- 
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ways sailed. The telephone rang and he answered 
it. * Papa, I think it’s Gigi calling you ! ’ he shouted 
into the bedroom. 

Hemingway emerged, m shirt-sleeves, and 
went to the phone. ‘How are you, kid?’ he said 
into it, then asked Gigi to come down to the 
Fmca for his next vacation. ‘You’re welcome 
down there, Gigi,’ he said. ‘You know that cat 
you hked? The one you named Smelly? We re- 
named him Ecstasy. Every one of our cats knows 
his own name.* After hanging up, he told me that 
Gigi was a wonderful shot - that when he was 
eleven he had won second place in the shoot 
championship of Cuba. ‘Isn’t that the true gen. 
Mouse?’ he asked. 

‘That’s right. Papa,’ said Patrick. 

I wanted to know what ‘true gen’ meant, and 
Hemingway explained that it was British slang 
for ‘information’, from ‘mteUigence*. ‘It’s divi- 
ded into three classes: gen; the true gen, which 
is as true as you can state it; and the really true 
gen, which you can operate on,’ he said. 

He looked at the green orchids. ‘My mother 
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never sent me any flowers,’ he said. His mother 
was about eighty, he said, and hved in River 
Forest, Illinois. His father, who was a physiaan, 
had been dead for many years; he shot himself 
when Ernest was a boy. ‘Let’s get gomg if we’re 
going to see the pictures,’ he said. ‘I told Charhe 
Scribner to meet me here at one. Excuse me while 
I wash. In big aty, I guess you wash your neck.’ 
He went back into the bedroom. While he was 
gone, Mrs Hemmgway told me that Ernest was 
the second of six children - Marcelhne, then 
Ernest, Ursula, Madelame, Carol, and the young- 
est, his only brother, Leicester. All the sisters 
were named after samts. Every one of the 
children was married; Leicester was hvmg m 
Bogota, Colombia, where he was attached to the 
Umted States Embassy. 

Hemingway came out in a little while, wearmg 
his new coat. Mrs Hemingway and Patnek put on 
their coats, and we went downstairs. It was rain- 
ing, and we hurried into a taxi. On the way to 
the Metropohtan, Hemingway said very little; he 
ust hummed to himself and watched the streets. 
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Mrs Hemingway told me that he was usually 
unhappy in taxis, because he could not sit m the 
front seat to watch the road ahead. He looked out 
the window and pomted to a flock of birds flymg 
across the sky. ‘In this town, birds fly, but they’re 
not senous about it,’ he said. ‘New York birds 
don’t chmb.’ 

When we drew up at the Museum entrance, a 
Ime of school children was moving m slowly. 
Hemmgway impatiently led us past them. In the 
lobby, he paused, puUed a silver flask from one of 
his coat pockets, unscrewed its top, and took a 
long dnnk. Putting the flask back in his pocket, 
he asked Mrs Hemingway whether she wanted to 
see the Goyas first or the Breughels. She said the 
Breughels. 

*I learned to write by looking at pamtings in 
the Luxembourg Museum in Paris,’ he said. ‘I 
never went past high school. When you’ve got a 
hungry gut and the museum is free, you go to the 
museum. Look,’ he said, stopping before Portrait 
of a Man, which has been attributed to both Titian 
and Giorgione. ‘They were old Venice boys, too.’ 
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* Here’s what I like. Papa,’ Patrick said, and 
Hemingway jomed his son m front of Portrait 
of Federigo Gonzaga (1500-40), by Francesco 
Francia. It shows, against a landscape, a small 
boy with long hair and a doak. 

‘This is what we try to do when we wnte, 
Monsie,’ Hemingway said, pointing to the trees 
in the background. ‘We always have this m 
when we write.’ 

Mrs Hemmgway called to us. She was looking 
at Portrait of the Artist t by Van Dyck. Hemingway 
looked at it, nodded approval, and said, ‘In Spam, 
we had a fighter pilot named Whitey Dahl, so 
Whitey came to me one time and said, “Mr 
Hemingway, is Van Dyck a good pamter?” I 
said, “Yes, he is.” He said, “Well, I’m glad, 
because I have one m my room and I hke it very 
much, and I’m glad he’s a good painter because 
I like him.” The next day, Whitey was shot 
down.’ 

We all walked over to Rubens’s The Triumph 
of Christ Over Sin and Death. Christ is shown 
surrounded by snakes and angels and is bemg 
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watched by a figure m a doud. Mrs Hemmgway 
and Patnck said they thought it didn’t look like 
the usual Rubens. 

‘Yeah, he did that all right,’ Hemingway said 
authoritatively. ‘You can tell the real just as a 
bird dog can tell. Smell them. Or from havmg 
hved with very poor but very good pamters.’ 

That settled tliat, and we went on to the 
Breughel room. It was closed, we discovered. 
The door bore a sign that read ‘now under- 
taking repairs’. 

‘They have our mdulgence,’ Hemmgway said, 
and took another drmk from his flask. ‘I sure 
miss the good Breughel,’ he said as we moved 
along. ‘It’s the great one, of the harvesters. It is 
a lot of people cutting gram, but he uses the grain 
geometrically, to make an emotion that is so 
strong for me that I can hardly take it.’ We came 
to El Greco’s green View of Toledo and stood 
looking at it a long time. ‘This is the best picture 
m the Museum for me, and Christ knows there 
are some lovely ones,’ Hemingway said. 

Patrick admired several paintings Hemmgway 



HEMINGWAY 


79 


didn’t approve of. Every time this happened, 
Hemingway got mto an mvolved techmcal dis- 
cussion with, his son. Patrick would shake his head 
and laugh and say he respected Hemmgway’s 
opimons. He didn’t argue much. ‘What the 
hell!’ Hemmgway said suddenly. ‘I don’t want 
to be an art critic. I just want to look at pictures 
and be happy with them and learn firom them. 
Now, this for me is a damn good picture.’ He 
stood back and peered at a Reynolds enttded 
Colonel George Coussmaker,^ which shows the 
Colonel leamng agamst a tree and holding his 
horse’s bridle. ‘Now, this Colonel is a son of a 
bitch who was willmg to pay money to the best 
portrait pamter of his day just to have himself 
pamtcd,’ Hemingway said, and gave a short 
laugh. ‘Look at the man’s arrogance and the 
strength in the neck of the horse and the way the 
man’s legs hang. He’s so arrogant he can afibrd 
to lean against a tree.’ 

We separated for a while and looked at pamt- 
ings individually, and then Hemmgway called us 
over and pointed to a picture labelled, in large 
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letters, Catharine Lorillatd Wolfe and, m small 
ones, ‘By Cabanel’. This is where I got confused 
as a kid, m Chicago,’ he said. ‘My favourite 
pamters for a long time were Bunte and Ryerson, 
two of the biggest and wealthiest famihes m 
Chicago. I always thought the names m big 
letters were the pamters.’ 

After we reached the C^zannes and Degas ajid 
the other Impressionists, Hemingway became 
more and more excited, and discoursed on what 
each artist could do and how and what he had 
learned from each. Patrick hstened respectfully 
and didn’t seem to want to talk about pamtmg 
techniques any more. Hemmgway spent several 
mmutes lookmg at Cezanne’s Rocks - Forest of 
Fontainebleau. ‘This is what we try to do m 
writing, this and this, and the woods, and the 
rocks we have to climb over,’ he said. ‘ C&anne 
is my pamter, after the early pamters. Wonder, 
wonder pamter. Degas was another wonder 
painter. I’ve never seen a bad Degas. You know 
what he did with the bad Degas ? He burned them.’ 

Hemingway took another long drink from his 
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flask. We came to Manet’s pastel portrait of Mile 
Valtessc de la Bigne, a young woman with 
blonde hair coiled on the top of her head. Heming- 
way was silent for a while, looking at it; -finally 
he turned away. ‘Manet could show the bloom 
people have when they’re still innocent and 
before they’ve been disillusioned,’ he said. 

As we walked along, Hemmgway said to me, 
‘I can make a landscape like Mr Paul Cezaime. 
I learned how to make a landscape from Mr Paul 
C&anne by walking through the Luxembourg 
Museum a thousand times with an empty gut, 
and I am pretty sure that if Mr Paul was around, 
he would hke the way I make them and be 
happy that I learned it from him.’ He had learned 
a lot from Mr Johann Sebastian Bach, too. ‘In 
the first paragraphs of Farewell, I used the word 
“and” consciously over and over the way Mr 
Johann Sebastian Bach used a note in music when 
he was emittmg counterpoint. I can almost write 
like Mr Johann sometimes - or, anyway, so he 
would like It. Ail such people are easy to deal 
with, because we all know you have to learn.’ 
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‘Papa, look at this,’ Patrick said. He was look- 
ing at Meditation on the Passion by Carpaccio. 
Patrick said it had a lot of strange animals m it 
for a religious painting. 

‘Huh!’ Hemmgway said. ‘Those painters 
always put the sacred scenes in the part of Italy 
they liked best or where they came firom or 
where their girls came from. They made their 
girls the Madonnas. This is supposed to be 
Palestine, and Palestine is a long way off, he 
figures. So he puts in a red parrot, and he puts 
in deer and a leopard. And then he thinks. This is 
the Far East and it’s far away. So he puts m the 
Moors, the traditional enemy of the Venetians.’ 
He paused and looked to see what else the pamtcr 
had put in his picture. ‘Then he gets hungry, so 
he puts in rabbits,’ he said. ‘Goddam, Mouse, we 
saw a lot of good pictures. Mouse, don’t you 
think two hours is a long time lookmg at 
pictures?’ 

Everybody agreed that two hours was a long 
time looking at pictures, so Hemingway said that 
we would skip the Goyas, and that we would all 
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go to the Museum again when they returned 
firom Europe. 

It was still raining when we came out of the 
Museum. ‘Goddam, I hate to go out m the rain,’ 
Hemingway said. ‘Goddam, I hate to get wet.* 

Charles Scribner was waiting m the lobby of 
the hotel. ‘Ernest,’ he said, shakmg Hemingway’s 
hand. He was a dignified, solemn, slow-speakmg 
gentleman with silvery hair. 

‘We’ve been looking at pictures, Charhe,’ 
Hemingway said as we went up in the elevator. 
‘They have some pretty good pictures now, 
Charhe.’ 

Scribner nodded and said, ‘Yuh, yuh.’ 

‘Was fun for country boy like me,’ Heming- 
way said. 

‘Yuh, yuh,* said Scnbner. 

We went mto the suite and took off our coats, 
and Hemingway said we would have lunch right 
there. He called room service, and Mrs Hemmg- 
way sat down at the desk to finish her letter. 
Hemingway sat down on the couch with Mr 
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Scribner and began telling him that he had been 
jammmg, like a nder m a six-day bike race, and 
Patrick sat quietly in a comer and watched his 
father. The waiter came in and passed out menus. 
Scribner said he was gouig to order the most 
expensive item on the menu, because Hemmgway 
was paying for it. He laughed tentatively, and 
Patrick laughed to keep him company. The 
waiter retired with our orders, and Scribner and 
Hemingway talked business for a while. Scribner 
wanted to know whether Hemingway had the 
letters he had written to him. 

Hemmgway said, T carry them everyplace I 
go, Charlie, together with a copy of the poems 
of Robert Browning.’ 

Scnbner nodded, and from the inner pocket of 
his jacket took some papers - copies of the 
contract for the new book, he said. The contract 
provided for an advance of twenty-five thousand 
dollars against royalties, beginning at fifteen per 
cent. 

Hemingway signed the contract, and got up 
firom the couch. Then he said, ‘Never ran as no 
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genius, but m defend the tide again against all 
die good young new ones.* He lowered his head, 
put his left foot forward, and jabbed at die air 
with a left and a right. ‘Never let them hit you 
solid,’ he said. 

Scribner wanted to know where Hemingway 
could be reached m Europe. Care of the Guaranty 
Trust Company m Pans, Hemmgway told him. 
‘When we took Pans, I tned to take that bank 
and got smacked back,’ he said, and laughed a 
shy laugh. ‘I thought it would be awfully mce if 
I could take my own bank.’ 

‘ Yuh, yuh,’ Scribner said. ‘What are you plan- 
nmg to do in Italy, Ernest?’ 

Hemmgway said he would work part of each 
day and see his Italian friends and go duck- 
hunting m the mommgs. ‘ We shot three himdred 
and thirty-one ducks to six guns there one 
morning,’ he said. ‘Mary shot good, too.* 

Mrs Hemmgway looked up. ‘Any girl who 
marries Papa has to learn how to carry a gun,’ 
she said, and returned to her letter-wnting. 

‘I went hunting once in Su6Rilk, England,* 
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Scnbner said. Everyone waited politely for him 
to contmue. ‘I remember they gave me goose 
eggs to eat for breakfast m Sufiblk. Then we 
went out to shoot. I didn’t know how to get my 
gim off safe.’ 

“Hunting is sort of a good hfe,’ Hemingway 
said. “Better than Westport or Bronxvdle, I thmk.’ 

‘After I learned how to get my gun ojBf safe, I 
couldn’t hit anything,’ Scribner said. 

‘I’d hke to make the big Monte Carlo shoot 
and the Championship of the World at San 
Remo,’ Hemingway said. ‘I’m m pretty good 
shape to shoot either one. It’s not a spectator sport 
at all. But exciting to do and wonderful to 
manage. I used to handle Wolfie m big shoots. 
He is a great shot. It was hke handling a great 
horse.’ 

“I finally got one,’ Scribner said timidly. 

‘Got what?’ asked Hemingway. 

‘A rabbit,’ Scnbner said. ‘I shot this rabbit.’ 

‘They haven’t held the big Monte Carlo shoot 
since 1939,’ Hemingway said. ‘Only two Amer- 
icans ever won it in seventy-four years. Shooting 
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gives me a good feclmg* A lot of it is being to- 
gether and friendly mstead of feeling you are in 
some place where everybody hates you and 
wishes you lU. It is faster than baseball, and you 
are out on one strike.’ 

The telephone rang, and Hemingway picked it 
up, hstened, said a few words, and then turned to 
us and said that an outfit called Endorsements, 
Inc., had offered him four thousand dollars to 
pose as a Man of Distinction. T told them I 
wouldn’t drink the stuff for four thousand dol- 
lars,’ he said. ""I told them I was a champagne 
man. Am trying to be a good guy, but it’s a 
diSicult trade. What you wm in Boston, you 
lose in Chicago.’ 
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A FAREWELL TO ARMS 
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2 

Filst published in 1929, this is the story of an 
American ambulance officer servmg with the Italian 
Arditi durmg the 1914-18 War. 

‘A Farewell to Arms is more than a realistic war novel. 
It is a notable addition to modem fiction, showing 
how poignancy and horror can be heightmed by 
leavmg out mstead of heapmg on details. It is a 
masterpiece of imagmative omissions, and the end is 
qmte unforgettable m its pathos’ - Daily Telegraph 

In the Penguin Modern Classics 


NOT TOa SALE IN THE 17 S A. OB CANADA 


FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS 
Ernest Hemingivay 
1066 

For Whom the Bell Tolls is magnificently told . . Only 
four days out of the whole civil war, only a few 
peasants m their cave - yet it seems as if all Spam and 
all its troubles were here, and it is impossible not to 
admire the manner m which this immense feat has 
been accomphshed. You are, mdeed, moved and 
held’ - Sunday Times 

‘This IS the best book Ernest Hemmgway has wntten, 
the fullest, the deepest, the truest. It will, I think, be 
one of the m^or novels m American literature ’ - New 
York Times 


In the Penguin Modern Classics 


NOT rOR SAI.B IN THE U.S.A. OR CANADA 


TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT 


Ernest Hemingtvay 
1065 

‘ To Have and Have Not consists of three long short 
stones which form three sections m the life of Harry 
Morgan, a Key West character who makes a hvmg 
by rum-runnmg, gun-running, and man-iunmng 
between Florida and Cuba. This active passionate life 
on the verge of the tropics is perfect matenal for the 
Hemmgway style, and the reader carries away from 
the book a sense of freshness and exhilaration; trade 
wmds, southern aties, and warm seas all admirably 
described by the instrument of precision with which 
he writes* - New Statesman 

In the Penguin Modern Classics 
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MEN WITHOUT WOMEN 
Ernest Hemingway 
1067 

This collection of short stones presents Hemingway 
in his most charactenstic moods, dlustratmg particu- 
larly his concern with the fightmg side of man’s 
nature. It contains stories on many of his best themes 
- such as bull-fightmg, professional boxing, and war. 
‘Unforgettable reporting of the world m which 
blood IS the argument’ - Ivor Brown m the Guardian 
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PICTURE 
Lilhan Roii 
1838 

‘T]ic most seal clung, funny, pcisistcnt, and revealing 
lecoid of Hollywood’ - New Statesman 

Pictwc IS a rcvealuig iccoid of tlic Hollywood com- 
mumty - its language, manncis, preoccupations, and 
ideas Before the wntci ’s pciceptive camera eye pass 
the figures of studio pioduction head Doie Schary, 
producer Gottfiicd Reinhardt, director John Huston, 
actor Audie Murphy, and an entire hierarchy of 
talented, ambitious, powei-haunted people as they 
struggle to make The Red Badge of Courage which they 
variously hope will be a work of art, a box-office hit, 
01 both 


NOT FOR SALE IN THE USA OH CANADA 


